


The Tragedy of Othello • 

Otb. I would hauc him nine yearcs a killing; a fine woman, a fairc 
Woman,a fweete woman. ■ • V ' 

lag. Nay you itiuft forger. 

Otb. And let her rot and perifh , and be darob’d to night, for flic 
fhallnotliue.* no, my heart is turn’d toflonc;I ftrike it,and it hurts 
my hand : O the world has not a fwecter creature, (he might lie by 
anEmperours fide,and command him taskes. 

lag. Nay that’snot your way. 

Qfb*. Hang her, I doe but lay what (lie is ; So delicate with her 
needle, an admirable mufit ion, O fbeewilt ling the lauageneffc 
out of aBcarc; of fo hye and plehtious wit and inuciitton. 

Jag. Shee’s the worth for all this, i 

Oth. A thoufand thoufaiid times : and then of- fo gentle a, con- 
dition. 

Jag. I, too gentle,. 

Oth. 1 that’s certain e ,bu t yet the pitty of it IkgOi the piety-. 

Ia. Ifyou be fo fond ouer her iniquity ,giuc her patent to offend, . 
for it'it touches not you, it comes neere no body. 

Oth. I will chop her into mclfcs cuckold me 1 
O tis fbule in her. 

Oth. With mine Officer. , 

Jag. That’s fouler. 

Oth. Get me fomc poifon I ago , this night Tie nor cxpoftulate 
with her,left her body and beauty vnprouidc my minde agen , this 
night I ago. 

lag. Doe it not wit-bpoifon , firanglchcrinherbed , cacu the 
d fhe hath contaminated. 

Qth. Good,good,the iufiice ofit plcafes very good. 

Jag. And for Cafsiejcime bee his vndertaker : you fliall hcare. 
more by midnight. A Trumpet. 

\ :• > f si: t • > 

Enter L o do u i c o 3 D c fd c o na >»#<£ Attendants* 

i i i inft 

Oth . Excellent good : 

Whac Trumpet is that fame? 

lap Something fr oro Venice fure,its Evdouico, 

Gome from the Duke, and fee your wife is.mih him* 
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The Moore o/V enfee. 

Led. God fauc the worthy Generali, 

Oth. With all my heart fir. 

Led. The Duke and Senators of Venice greete you, 

Oth. I kilfe the inftiumentof their pleafures. 

Def. A nd what's the newes good coufen Ledouko ? 

lag. I am very glad to fee you Seignior : — welcome to Cypres* 

Led. 1 thanke you,how docs Leiutcnant Cafsie ? 

fag. Liuesfir. 

Def. Coufen, there’s falne betweene him ai-id my Lord, 

An vukind breach,but you fliall make all well. 

Oth. Are you fure of that ? 

Def. My Lord. 

Oth. Thisfailcyounottodoe,asyou w'ill. — 

Led. He did not call, hee’s bufiem the paper : 

Is there diuifion betweene thy Lord andCafio} 

Def. A moll vnhappy one, I would doe much 
Toartone them, for the leuel beare to Cafsio. 

Oth. Fire and Brimflone. 

Def. My Lord. - - , r 

Oth . Are you wife? 

Defd. What, is he angry ? 

Lod, May be the letter mou'd him; 

For as I thinke,thcy doecommand him home. 

Deputing Cafsto in Ins gouerncmenc. ; ' 7 

Defd. By my troth, I am glad on’e. 

Otb. Indeed. • < i h > 7 V v 

Def. My Lord. 

Oth. I am glad to fee you mad. 

Dtf How fwcetc OtheUe ? r. 

Oth. Diucll. 

Def. I hauc not deferu’d this; 

Led. My Lord ,this would not be bcleeu'd in Venice, 

Tho I fhouid fw care 1 faw’t : tis very much. 

Make her amends,fhe weepes. 

Oth, O Diucll, Diucll, 

If that the earth could teeme with Womenstearcs 

Each drop {he falls, would proue aCrocadilc : • - v 
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